
The Tragedy 

Tfciotr haft cald me all thefe bitter names, 

Why fo I did,but lcoke for no reply; 

O leturte make the period to my curfe. 

G/«: T is done by me, and cna s by Afurgret* 

Thus haueyou breathed your curfe a gainft your fclfe. 

QjMar .Poore painted Queene,vaine flourish of my for- 
W hy ftrewft thou Sugar on that botled lpider, ( tune; 
W hole dea dly webbe infnareth thee about ? 

Foole, foole, thou whetft a Knife to kill thy felfe. 

The time will come vtfien thou {halt wifh for me. 

To helpe thee curfe that poyfoned bunch-backt Toade,- 
Hajh Falfe boafting^voman, end thy franticke curfe, t 
Leaft to thy harme thou moueour patience. ( mine. 

GhAfar, Eoule fhame vpon you, you haue all mou'd 
Bi. Wereyou wcllferu’d,you would be taught your duty. 
g^Mar. To ferue me well, you fhould doc me duty. 
Teach me to be your Queene, and you my fubiedb , 
Obferue me well and teach your felues that duty. 

JDorf* Dilpute not with her,fhe is lunatique* 

Mar . Peace mafter Marquelfe, you are malapert. 
Your fire-new ftampe of honour is fearce currant; 

O that your young Nobility could iudge, 
what’twere toloole it, and be miferable ? 

They that ftand high,haue mighty blafts to fhake them, 
And ifthey fall , they dafh them to pieces. 

G lo . Good counfcll marry , learne it,learnc it Marquelfe. 
Dorf, It toucheth you (my Lord ) as much as me. 
<j/o.Yea,and much more, but I was bornefohigh. 

Our Aiery buildeth in the Cxdars top. 

And dallies with the winde,and Icornes the funne. 

And turnes.the Sunne to fhade,alas, alas* 

W itneffe my funne. now in the fhade of death, 

"Whofe bright oucfhiningbeames, thy cloudy wrath. 

Hath incternall darkenelfe foulded vp : 

Ybur Aiery buildeth in our Aieries neaft. 

O God that leeft it, doe not fuffer it ; 

As it was wonne with blood, loft be it fo. 

Buck: Haue done for ihame, if not for charity. 

Q- Mar* Vrge ney ther charity nor fha me to me, 

Vnck* 


e/Richard the Third. , 

Uncharitably with me haue you dealt. 

And foamefully by you my hopes are butchered, ^ 

My charity is outrage, life my frame, 

And in my lhame frail Hue my lorrowes rage. 

Buck. Haue done. * . 

O princely Buckingham , I will kiuethy hand. 
In figne of league and amity with thee. 

Now faire befall thee and thy Princely houfe, 

Thy garments are not (potted with our blood. 

Nor thou within the compalfe of my curfe- 
Buck^Hot none hecre, for curfes neuerpalfe 
The lips of them that breath them in theayre* 

QJUfar. He not beleeue but they alfend the skic/ 

And there awake.Gods gentle fleeping peace. 

O Buckingham^erttitc of yonder dogge, 

Looke when he fawnes he bites, and when he bites, 
Hisvenome tooth will rankle thee to death, 

Haue not to doe with him, beware of him.* - 
Sinne,death,and hell^iath fet their markes on him. 

And all their minifters attend on him. 

Glo. What doth {bee fay my Lord of Buckingham ? 
Buck. Nothing that I refpeft my gratious Lord. 

^Afar, W hat deft thou fcorne me for my gentle coun- 
And footh the diuell that I warne thee from ? ( fell, 

0 but remember this another day, 

When he fhall fplic thy very heart with forrovr. 

And 6y,poore Afargret was a Propheteffe, 

Liue each of you, the fubieit of bis hate. 

And he to you, and all of you to God. Exit* 

Haft. My haire doth ftand an end to heare her curies. 
-£/«.And fo doth mine, I wonder frees at liberty ? 

Glo. I cannot blame her, by Gods holy mother, 

Shee hath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof that I haue done. " 

Ha &* 1 neuer did her any to my knowledge, 

Glo. But you haue all the vantage of this wrong 

hotte to doe fome body good, 

1 hat is top cold in thinking on it now ; 

Marry as’forC/tfrmvjhce is well repayd, 

*• P i flie 
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